| thought we'd be alone... 


Author: DarQuielT 

Bands: Children of Bodom, Nightwish, Dimmu Borgir 

Characters: Alexi Laiho, Janne Wirman, Tuomas Holopainen, Stian (Shagrath) Thoresen 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Sep 12 2021 1910:44 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

Still under the summer mood sway, | felt like writing a smutty, slashy, horny story about my favorite pairing! 
Light and a bit funny, not to be taken too seriously, hopefully someone likes it.. | know that Alexi Laiho is dead, 
and many people miss him, but he is still an inspiration-source - and will always be - in all levels, therefore | 
don't feel that it is disrespectful of his memory to include him in my perverse little universe.. So.. Whoever 
might be interested, feel free to enjoy! This is a story of pure fiction and doesn't depict real events. | don't 
own the characters and this work doesn't represent their real lives. No profit is made from this publication 


and no offence or harm is intended to any of the characters that appear in this plot. 


Part |: Surprise! 


Summer.. The sun was burning that year, even for Finnish standards. It was July, and they had just returned 
from the English festivals, after the American leg of their world tour, having a few weeks' break, before 


taking part in the rest of the European festivals.. They were booked to play at the Wacken Open Air again this 
year, in the beginning of August, so they should recharge their ‘batteries' before performing. Then they would 
be released from their duties for the rest of August. 


Janne had noticed how tired and worn out Alexi had been looking the previous months, and hell, that was not 
solely because of being hyper-active on stage, getting wasted after the shows and sleeping uncomfortably in 
the tour bus bunks, piled one on another like canned herrings. He seemed to have lost his appetite for food and 
he looked thinner than ever, his face having shrunk so much that his sad, blue eyes looked disproportionately 
big, like those silly TY stuffed animals for kids. He had acquired a more delicate and almost feminine beauty, 
and perhaps his darker dyed hair highlighted this delicacy, magnifying the contrast with his rather pale 
complexion. "Almost like a girl..", Janne would think humorously, yet never dared to express the thought, 
because it would certainly put Alexi off if not annoy him.. He was definitely not a girl, though he usually 
resumed that role in their intimate moments.. 


However, it had been quite a long time since they had enjoyed each others' body freely, without any hurry, or 
interruption. When was the last time? It must have been during one of their stays at a hotel room, but he 
couldn't place it in time anymore.. The long touring and the constant presence of their fellow band members 
and road crew had diminished their sharing to uncomfortable hurried blowjobs in a venue toilet or muffled, 
slow sex in a bunk, hidden underneath layers of heavy blankets, shielded behind curtains, gagged with their 
palms, to smother any suspicious sound. They could not savor a relieving sex moan, or a long, painful cum. 
There were prying eyes everywhere and it felt awkward, to be caught in action. They wouldn't risk the 
consistency, or the reputation of their band, for their unprecedented whims. 


By the end of their tour, they had craved for some precious privacy, and some time together, just the two of 
them. Not that Henkka, Roope or Jaska would object to their bon(d)ing. It was not a secret to them anymore. 
Everybody in the band could see their perfect matching, but it was only Henkka's initiative to talk some sense 
to them, during a boozy night, absolve them of their guilt and encourage them together, like a priest of Evil, 
granting his blessings on their (un)holy communion. Such a wise man the youngest one had proven himself to 


bel But still, out of respect, they kept to themselves in front of the others. 


Being a real gentleman, Janne thought it right to take his beloved one on a relaxing trip. He chose Greece; he 
got the idea while they were in England, in June, after talking with some fellow musicians during the festival. 
Someone had said that he would go to one of the greek islands for vacation, couldn't recall which one, but it 
had sounded cool. Greece was in Europe, a feasible destination - not so far away, but still quite exotic for their 
northern standards. And still in the same time-zone, so no worries for unwelcome jet lag or adjusting watches! 
So many different greek islands were constantly advertised on the internet, through the tourist operators, 
inviting the Finnish people to some unforgettable experience within a few hours’ hop! 


Without a second thought, he had bought two tickets to one of the less popular islands (that still had an 
airport to support direct flights) for two weeks of se(x)clusion in a luxurious hotel, viewing the blue 
Mediterranean sea, which also happened to have a private pool right outside their room - for some kinky 
foreplay to resuscitate Alexi's low spirits. Janne could already envision Alexi, naked and sexy in the shallow 


water, gasping with pleasure as he accepted his wet kisses all over his neck and dripping lips. He always looked 


so beautiful and seductive in a sex haze, eyelids droopy, lips half open and swollen, labored breathing... The 
mere fantasy made Janne horny! Should he add a king-sized bed to the list of the room requirements? 


" Do not unpack - | have a surprise", Janne presented him with the flight tickets the moment they entered 
Alexis apartment in Helsinki. 


" What? Plane tickets? No kidding... Another gig?", Alexi whined grumpily and slouched on the couch 
" Don't be lazy - just take a better look! 

" Helsinki to .. Ugh.. Can't even pronounce this! Where the hell is that even supposed to be?" 

" Greece. It's an island" 


" That's for tomorrow. At six in the morning. And that's my name on the ticket. Am | supposed to be on that 


plane?!" 
" Yes. Me, too" 
"To Greece? Fuck - that's ..south of heaven, dude..." 


" We are going on holiday. Just the two of us. Alone, away from friends and relatives, to this quiet, Greek 
island in the middle of the Mediterranean Seal", said Janne and slid closer to him, putting a hand under the hem 
of Alexis t-shirt slyly, making him drop his grumpy looks. " where you can be only mine..", and bit the side of 
Alexis cheek, " „without anyone interrupting us... and | can fuck you all day ..and night long till you can bear no 
more..", he whispered in his ear and kissed him lightly. 


Alexi was smiling already. Did he ever protest? 

" Well.. Greece sounds like the only place on earth | would like to be now..", he agreed and placed his arms 
around Janne's neck, pulling him in for a hot kiss on the lips. " God, it feels like its been a hundred years since 
| could do this without glancing around..", and put his lips on Janne's again, savoring his mouth greedily. 

Alexi was horny for Janne in an instant and felt like expressing it to him with his actions; he slipped his wiry 
little fingers into Janne's pants, fondled his cock meaningfully over the fabric of his underwear, then started 


unbuckling his belt and buttons for better access.. Janne had to stop him, halfheartedly. 


" You have to be patient, Allu.. Tomorrow, on the island.. You and me. We will have all the time to ourselves!" 


and pressed a tender kiss on Alexis forehead. 


" But | want you now...” 


" Better focus on some basic stuff for tomorrow... Like mosquito repellent and sunscreen. You in particular are 


gonna need it! It is 45°C down therel", said Janne emphatically. 
" | know some other places that are 100°C ‘down there’, but you don't seem to bother... 
" Ohh.. You naughty boy! Gotta be patient!" 


A few hours later they were queuing at the check-in counter, blended in a big, summer-clad crowd of pale 
Finns that later lined up at the gate, to board the plane. Alexi was becoming inpatient and tired, complaining all 
the time about nonsense (he was an obnoxious little prick after all, but Janne was well aware of it, so didn't 
sweat it). 


" Janne! You too, here? For vacation?", Janne heard a familiar female voice that had them both turning around. 


It was a sturdy blond woman in her early fifties with penetrating blue eyes. She was wearing a navy blue tank 
top and matching shorts. Next to her were standing two boys in early puberty, who looked pretty bored and 
petulant (just like Alexi) and a tall lanky man with thinning hair and glasses, her husband, in a tropic-themed 
shirt and grey shorts. 


"Mrs Heidi..", Janne greeted his neighbor. She lived in the house next door to him, with her happy family. She 
was always friendly and caring towards him, helpful as a mother or an aunt would be towards a young man 
living on his own.. She had brought him food, when she had cooked a big quantity, she had apologized for her 
boys' noise and he had helped her husband paint the railings.. Then she had asked him to teach her boys some 
music, piano, in order to get them interested in an instrument. She had known about the band, all the family 
had, they had come across his fellow bandmates - especially Alexi, who was more of a frequent at his house 
- and she had baked some pie for the young men, to soothe their stomachs after a night of excessive alcohol 


consumption. Alexi was slow to recognize her, but did, eventually, grant her one charming smile. 
" | am so happy to see you! Both! Are you playing live with your band on the island?", she inquired. 


" No, actually we are on holiday this time.. We have a lot of work in a couple of weeks and just came back 


from touring..", Janne explained. 
"| watered your plants while you were away!" 
"| know Mrs Heidi! Thanks!" 


" Where are the other guys? Jaska? Henkka - the pretty boy? Or is it just the two of you..?", she asked a bit 


teasingly, verging on suspiciously and Alexi broke in: 


" Well, they had other plans and couldn't join us.. So, yeah, it's just us this time.. They won't miss us, we've 


been together all the time for a couple of months now, so.." 


" Oh, yes.. It is good to take some time and relax.. You deserve it.. | think you have lost so much weight... You 


boys look like you really need to put some meat on youl", and both men smiled. 

" We are going to eat well in Greece! All that good foodl", Janne said. 

" You definitely have to! We could go out for dinner together some evening...” 

" That would be great!", said Janne politely only to receive a glare from Alexis still smiling face. 


"| guess the tour operator has booked us in the same hotel.. They told us that a restaurant works on the 


premises and the food is more than decent!" 

" We can try it..", Janne was obliged to say. 

" See you at the hotel pool then!", and took their seats at the mid section of the Airbus. 
" | hope you didn't mean it..", Alexi muttered in his ear, after fastening their seat belts. 
"Mean what Allu?" 

" Having dinner together...” 


" Well, | didn't think too much of it, but | suppose it wouldn't be much of a problem, for just once? She's 


always so kind to me..” 
" Does she know about us? Because she had that strange look when | spoke to her..." 
" Are you nuts? | haven't told anyone.. Why would |?" 


" Dunno.. You sound like you feel obliged to explain sometimes...” 


Part Il: Parasite-Colony 


The hotel was located in the countryside on a precipice over an exotic sandy beach. The view was magnificent 
and the building itself was interesting, architecturally speaking (according to Janne's remarks). It wasn't a 


gigantic block of hyper-modern rooms but it comprised smaller, one or two storey buildings that were 
scattered sophisticatedly over the sloping land, basically resembling a colony of white-celled plant parasites, but 


still blending into the surrounding natural environment (like a colony of plant-parasites usually does). 

They were offered some refreshment while they waited to be shown to their rooms, by a black haired waiter, 
who wore his hair in a long ponytail and could be a guitarist at a metal band himself, judging by his looks. Alexi 
was sure there was some sort of acknowledgement when their eyes met, but the waiter was too professional 
to show it. Mrs Heidi mostly kept Janne occupied, while they were waiting, with issues concerning their houses 
in Helsinki and some maintenance that needed to be done on the drainage pipes. Apparently they had flooded 


while he was absent on tour... Alexi was too tired to follow the conversation, so he gazed at the view and let 


his mind drift. 


Mrs Heidi's family was accommodated before them, which left them a few minutes alone, to exchange a word 


and an awkward laugh. 

" Did you notice how the waiter looked at me?..", Alexi asked. 

" No, how..2" 

" Suspicious..." 

" Oh, Allu, you are too edgy. Relax! He is just being polite...” 

" He looks like a member of Rotting Christ!" 

" For Christ sake! Is this plain orange juice that you are drinking?" and Alexi just flipped him. 

The man at the reception desk was also long haired. Was it some weird prerequisite of the hotel management, 
to employ the staff? He greeted them politely, apologized for the delay and checked on his computer. Then he 
smiled as he looked back up. 

" Excuse me.. May | ask you.. Do you happen to be members of the band Children of Bodom?" 

Yay, a metalhead! Someone who recognized them... Alexi gave Janne a meaningful shot - "I told you so!" 

" Correct..", Janne replied hesitantly. "Are you familiar with our music?" 

" | am! Not only me, though. George, the waiter who served drinks to you is also a fan! You are quite famous 
in the metal community here in Greece! We are very happy to meet you.., the receptionist said and returned 


his gaze to his screen, without further comment. Janne was thankful for that. He was not in the mood for 


fan-stuff, especially with a noxious Alexi by his side. 


Then the receptionist frowned at something which was displayed on his screen and looked back at them, slightly 


embarrassed. Both musicians gave him a curious look. 
"Is there something wrong with the reservation?", Janne worried. 


" No.. No.. It's.. | wouldn't mention it, if | hadn't recognized you, but.. The room has a double king sized bed and 
not two single ones.. And unfortunately there is no room with two single beds available at the moment.. We 


are fully booked..." 


Janne blushed and Alexi put on his sunglasses, in an attempt to smother his smirk. It didn't cross the guy's 
mind that they were not more just best friends, bandmates, whatever Metal Hammer showed them to be, so 


in fact the previously said inconvenience actually served them perfectly. 
" Oh, no worries.. We have slept in worse conditions while on tour... I've been drooling on his shoulder for two 
weeks and he has grabbed my ass, so.. Don't mind it!", Alexi joked and his words worked relaxingly for the 


polite, metalhead receptionist. 


" We can sleep in turns.. Just give us a carpet and a second blanket..", Janne continued the prank and all of 


them laughed. 


" Or we could actually use the same bed, after a few drinks..", Alexi concluded, staring into Janne's eyes with a 


smile that went unperceived by the receptionist. 


" Thanks for your understanding.. And | wish you a pleasant stay. Don't hesitate to ask for any information 
about our hotel and the island itself..." 


" Yes.. Actually yes.. What time does the bar close at night?", it was Alexi asking. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction and only - no harm or insult intended and no profit made from this. Note: * refers to 


"Hotel California’ by the Eagles 


Part |: A private swimming pool. 


In their room, Alexi dived into the big, soft bed, while Janne opened the balcony doors to the sea view and the 
private pool. He breathed in the humid, salty air, closed his eyes, turned his face towards the sun and let the 
burning rays tickle his unaccustomed skin. It felt like coming back to life. All he wanted was to get rid of his 
travelling clothes and get into the swimming pool naked, loiter in the shallow waters and boil like a lobster in his 
attempt to gain as much Vitamin D as possible at once! He would suffer from burns afterwards, he knew it, 
but he could have Alexi take care of him, as he always did in his magnificent way.. He smiled, content with the 
fantasy and began unbuttoning his Hawaiian shirt, before some children's shouts forced him to open his eyes 
questioningly.. And noticed that he was not alone and other people, even small children, were walking past his 
veranda with the ‘private’ swimming pool. And, truth said, if he leant against the rail, he could easily clink his 
glass and make a toast with the neighbor-occupant (whom he hoped was not Mrs Heidi). Another child 
escorted by his mother passed close to their veranda and stared curiously in his direction. He felt obliged to 
make a funny face and wave at him, as people normally tend to do when they cross eyes with a serious, not 


to be taken seriously, toddler. Just like Alexi. 


Thinking of whom, maybe it was time to go in and check on him, because he was suspiciously quiet - a sign of 


forthcoming mischief, if not pure disaster. 


Well, mischief, in this case. Alexi was lying spread eagled and naked on their bed, hand resting between his lean 
thighs, fingers lazily toying with his blooming anatomy, as he ogled him lustily. He looked heavenly alluring and 
automatically got him throbbing between the legs. 


" Can't wait, can you?", Janne said and removed, at last, his half-open shirt and khaki shorts. His boxers looked 


like a boat, ready to sail - mast erect, sail booming! 


" Oh, Janne.. Shut up and come here.. And rid yourself of these graceless pants now!" 


Janne obeyed and slid on top of the smaller man, too aroused, to bother about crushing him with his weight 
(though it was fitting to hurt the naughty brat a bit while in ecstasy; his sweet face, his sexy, yet vulnerable 
body and the mischievous gleam in his Caribbean-blue eyes, asked for torturing). He kissed him violently, tore 
open Alexi's rosy lips and invaded his mouth with his tongue, brushing fervently every softness or hollow, not 
waiting for the other one's reaction. Alexi was quick to respond, put his thin arms around Janne's shoulders 


and buried his hands into his untamed mane that cascaded over their colliding faces. 


"I've been waiting for this... Hell knows how long..", Alexi gasped between their mouth-endeavors and Janne bit 


his lower lip in lusty apprehension. 


It had been too long - and both were pent up! 


Janne palmed Alexi between the legs indiscreetly and the latter moaned, almost in anguish. 


" Please, Janne.. Do something... Anything... I'l. |.” 


Janne traced a humid trail with his tongue, from Alexi's lips to his chin, under his freshly shaven jaw, then 
down to his immaculate neck. He lingered at the soft texture of his skin, licking and marking it with his teeth - 
and it took a big effort not to be carried away as to rip it until he bled He moved further down, to his 
collarbone, the marble chest and the small nipples - poking like spikes on a black-metaller's belt.. He reached 
finally between Alexi's limp thighs; lapped up the rigid shaft languidly, clear precum oozing from the slit and 
tortured him with his tongue, to the point that Alexi was impatient, literally crying with pleasure, before Janne 
suctioned him with his supple mouth. 


"Ohh Janne... Oh... I'll come in a second...” 


There was a knock on the door. He thought he misheard, but the knock insisted, louder now. Both men fell still, 
instantly. Alexi groaned in frustration, as Janne had to remove his voluptuous mouth in order to use it for 


answering. 


" Yes?", he managed to pronounce - who the fuck was it now? 


" Excuse me... It's the room service." 


" What?!" 


Janne jumped up and put on his boxers sloppily, while Alexi rolled himself in the sheets whimpering, disgruntled. 
He went to the door and cracked it open, just enough to poke his head out and face the cleaning lady, who was 
standing patiently outside, holding a bundle of well folded and ironed towels and bathing robes in her hands. 


" Excuse me, | brought you the beach towels and a set of bathing robes. | am sorry to disturb you, but the 
preparation of the room had to be quick, due to the tight arrival-and-departure schedule and only now were 


we able to..." 


" Hts fine.. No problem at all.. Thank youl", Janne cut her almost midsentence, with a grin on his face and 
grabbed the stuff she offered him, before he closed the door behind him. That was the most polite manners 


he could muster. 


He took a deep breath, trying to compose himself, get into the mood so as to resume what he was doing, prior 
to the interruption. Suck Alexi's lollipop.. Oh god.. He was so hard, so hot, so vulnerable - for him! He smiled to 
himself naughtily, as he placed the bundle on a chair... 


„before he heard a loud splash. Alexi was not in the bed anymore, and that splash came from their veranda. 


He rushed outside, half naked only to find his WildChild floating in their private swimming pool. Naked, his 
shriveling cock like a water lily exposed to the sun, susceptible to the burning caress; steaming with unfulfilled 


passion, unreleased energy. Apparently he had to plunge into cool water, to quench his fervor.. 


" Uh, Allu.. There are people and small kids around.. | didn't have time to tell you.. You'd better not go out 
naked..", Janne murmured only to receive a murderous glare in return, before Alexi submerged beneath the 


surface of the water again. 


Part Il: Friends! 


" Let's go to the restaurant and eat something, Ok? I'm rather hungry, aren't you?", Janne said to a scowling 
Alexi, who was still patting his strained and unsatisfied body dry, with the towel after the refreshing splash. 
The spell of the moment was spoiled and Alexi was so frustrated and agitated that made it difficult for Janne 
to approach, not to mention get back in the right mood. Like a sea urchin - spiky and dangerous, but cute and 
fragile at the same time. He wanted to touch him, yet he hesitated. 


" Ok. Let's do this. | need a beer.. Or, no, perhaps a Jack Daniels... No, I'll get a Long Island Iced Tea..." 


" Oh, Allu.. H's not the end of the world.. We are here.. And have plenty of time!" 


They sat down at a table and read the menu before ordering, from the black-haired waiter - the one the 
receptionist had referred to as George, earlier. Alexi was disinterested in the food, still obsessed with his .. 
predicament, despite Janne's attempts to amuse him. Ok, he condescended to order a plain salad, just to quell 
Janne's worries about his poor nutrition The first round of drinks was offered by the staff, as a token of 
respect and admiration. They thanked them gratefully. This made Alexi smile and relax a bit. "Dear god, thanx...’ 
Janne thought to himself eagerly. Then Alexi heard someone calling him, by his last name. 


Oh, no... Again? 


" Laihol! Hey, Alexi!" 


It was Stian ‘Shagrath' Thoresen, from Dimmu Borgir. The handsome Norwegian frontman was barely 
recognizable without the extensive and intricate corpse paint on his sweet-and-youthful face. He lacked his 
stylish dark attire, wearing a plain Motorhead T-shirt, colorful mismatching shorts and a simple pair of flip- 
flops, instead of his high, black leather boots, with the trinkets and the studs. He was being escorted by his 


stunning girlfriend that made all the male population drool in her wake. 


" Stianl? You here?", Alexi exclaimed and hugged his old friend courteously. 


" Alive and kicking! This hotel is like a concert hall! So many metalheads have gathered from all over 
Scandinavia, on this tiny greek island, as if we are about to play a gig! Hello, Janel", said ‘Shagrath' and turned 
to Janne who was gazing at him enthusiastically." When did you guys arrive?" 


" Well, today..", said Alexi. 


"Is it just the two of you, or do you have company..?" 


" Uh, for the moment the two of us.. Some break before Wacken, you know..", answered Alexi with a light 
blush. " What do you mean that all metalheads have arrived in this fucking island?" 


"Haven't you noticed that every fucking person here is into metal? | have already signed a few autographs! 
Look at the staff - | bet you've noticed the two long-haired dudes. Tuomas, from your fellow-band, Nightwish, 
is here with some friends and | know that Tom-Rune is coming over in four days with his girlfriend.. So, yeah, 


I'd say we are pretty crowded here!" 


" Oh, nice.. And all stay at this particular hotel?", asked Alexi. 


" As for the people mentioned before, yes... I've not been around too much to see if | meet anyone else! We 
arrived two days ago.. But who knows.. Greece is very popular for the summer holidays, so | won't be 


surprised to see other headbangers around." 


" Good to know..", Janne intervened and looked around. The place was starting to get crowded. He turned to 
Shagrath and his girlfriend then and took the initiative: " Stian, are you having lunch? Wanna join us?" 


Shagrath exchanged some looks with his taciturn girlfriend and after some silent communication between them, 


he nodded positively to the two Bodom members. 


Sure. If we won't be disturbing you..” 


" No, Stian.. Good friends are always welcome! It's good to catch up with you a bit! And have a drink, or ten", 
Alexi said positively and Janne smiled at him thankfully (for not being grumpy). 


They sat together eating lunch and drinking beers for a couple of hours. Soon after food, Stian's girlfriend, who 
was not much of the talkative type, retreated to their room, to rest, leaving the three men alone, to their 
music chat, over their beers. It was three in the afternoon when they decided to go to their rooms, the sun 
had just started to go down - and Alexi was already drunk, barely able to stand on his two legs (not even on 
all fours). 


" Oh, dude.. | guess you'll be sleeping until the morning! Hahaha..", Stian laughed at Alexi, and then turned to 
Janne, who seemed to be more sober and composed than the petite guitarist: " Put him to bed, he is 


staggering! It would be a pity to break a leg or drown in a pool! Metal music still needs his talent!" 


" That's my plan, Stian! He is exhausted, hasn't slept at all for two days, since we finished our tour.. And now 


he is drunk - nothing new. I'll take care of him..." 


" It seems you'll have to carry him to his room..", Stian tried to smother a laugh, seeing Alexi collapsing onto 


the floor and then trying to crawl to a more upright position, unsuccessfully. 


" Shit. At least he is not heavy! And we share a room, which in this case is pretty convenient." 


Alexi lay now on the floor, on his side, in an embryo-like position, quitting any attempt to stand up and walk. His 
eyes were closed and was about to fall asleep on the floor, in the middle of the hotel lobby, regardless of the 
fuss around him. Stian was laughing tenderly now, before speaking: 


" Ok, Janne. Lemme help you carry him, before it's too late", he said and grabbed Alexi by his ankles, while 
Janne lifted him by the armpits. 


Alexi mumbled something inarticulate and succumbed into Janne's embrace, inert as dead meat. He was 
suddenly too heavy for the keyboardist, and Stian put an arm under Alexi's left armpit, to support him. With 
Janne on his right, they walked him to their room and disposed of him carefully on the one and only bed in the 


room. Stian gave a look of apprehension to Janne before leaving. 


"| guess you were not that lucky with beds, were you? Now you'll have to take the couch.. | feel sorry for 
you, man. See you around and give me a call if you need anything, Ok?", said Stian before leaving the room and 
Janne smiled at him: 


" Thank you Stian. See you around. We could arrange some drinks, or a trip to the beach if you want. Don't 
want to distract you from your beautiful company", and Stian winked at him meaningfully. 


" At least | am luckier than you! Haha! Look what | get, while you babysit this poor guy.. That happens when 
you go on holiday with your buddy...” 


" Well.. He was the one following, so..", Janne provided some truth-like explanation. " I'll see what | can do with 
him. | hope luck will turn around for both! Haha!" 


Alexi was snoring lightly, by the time Janne had closed the door, following Stian's departure. He was a bit 
embarrassed by the last part of their conversation. He guessed that Stian had no idea of Alexis magnificent 
skills at blowjobs and his intoxicating response while being fucked, impaled on his hard dick, fixated on his lap, 
like an ethereal entity. No.. That was only for him to savor... Stian could enjoy his female, voluptuous company 
(who was by all standards stunning), without knowing about their uncommon intimate details. 


He glanced at the ‘ethereal entity' tenderly, as he approached him, in order to accommodate his cumbersome 
body better on the bed. He removed his shoes and socks, massaged his pretty, little feet, then gently pulled 
off his cargo shorts, and Slayer T-shirt, leaving him exposed, only in his Bugs-Bunny boxers. Alexi didn't move 
a bit, so immersed in deep sleep was he. Janne took a minute to admire his sleeping beauty - so sensual, so 
delicate, so desirable, he nearly had tears in his eyes. He patted his long, soft hair affectionately, caressed the 
slim, pale torso with his fingertips before sliding his body into a more comfortable position, under the sheets. 


He couldn't fight back the urge to savor a little bit more of him - Alexi was irresistible and he was horny. 
Janne's hand stayed a bit longer over the firm stomach, fondled the fine texture of Alexi's skin and felt the 
pulse of his heart reverberating under his palm. Then he ran his fingers lower, beneath the navel, past the 


waistband of the boxers. 


He hesitated for a while, not sure whether it was appropriate or not, considering Alexis unconsciousness; bit 
his lower lip in anticipation as he watched the statuesque little body flinch reflexively at his caresses. Well, he 
decided that by being together, he had already given his consent, so he sneaked his hand deeper into Alexi's 


boxers; teased the flaccid masculinity to the first stages of arousal and cupped the tender balls carefully. 
Alexi stirred in his slumber, inhaled deeply and half opened his mouth - apparently the touch didn't go 


unnoticed by his subconscious mind - and Janne felt compelled to stop. 


He pulled back, before Alexi had woken, in order to grant him some precious sleep. He pecked him on the lips, 
though, not ready to quit him just yet, and caught a whiff of his scent on his nape and shoulders, moved his 
face lower, into Alexi's loins, lingered there for a couple of minutes, breathing in deeply. He was hard as steel, 
no shit.. He could perceive Alexi's swelling dick, writhe under the fabric of his boxers, on his cheek He wanted 
to take him into his mouth. Instinctively, Janne put his hand into his own pants and touched himself. He needed 
release. In all honesty, it would be a minute's hand job, yet, he wouldn't give it to himself, not without his 
partner's participation - who was responsible for his condition, after alll He had better back off, if he wanted 
to let Alexi rest. Alexi looked perfect in his helplessness, but it was no time for vulgarities. 


Before putting on his swimming trunks, horny-Janne lightly tapped his erect dick on Alexi's thigh, for some 
brief outlet of energy. Then, he jumped into their swimming pool in one leap. The fabric around his private 
parts had stretched out at awkward angles and suspicious patterns. What the fuck, they had all the time 
ahead of them.. He could fuck him later! So, no big deal.. 


Time passed and Alexi remained motionless, asleep. In the meantime, Janne had swum in their swimming pool, 
then decided to take a walk - and a swim - to the beach below. On his way, he crossed paths again with that 
mother and her toddler, who had stared at him curiously in the morning. He felt obliged to greet them and, 
later, play with the boy on the beach. The mother, Astrid, seemed to value his gentleness and help, maybe a 
little bit more than he took notice of and the toddler, Ole, was pretty excited with him, giggling and shouting 
and crawling all over him in the end. And, why wouldn't he? They had built a meandering castle with the sand 
and Janne had got a bit sunburnt, because he had neglected to put on any sunscreen, despite the evening sun, 
it was still merciless with his virgin, Finnish skin on the shoulders and the bridge of his nose. 


He was back in their room by eight. Alexi was still dead asleep, at the exact same spot and position, so he took 
a revitalizing shower, put some after sun lotion and moved into bed, next to Alexis body with his laptop. He 
tried to watch a movie, but soon found out it was impossible. The tour, the early morning flight combined with 
the sea activities and the suppressed urge had taken their toll. He dozed off every few minutes, so he put the 
laptop aside and snuggled close to Alexi. He placed an arm around the lithe waist and no sooner had he closed 


his eyes, than sleep took over. 


Part Ill: Choked 


Alexi opened his eyes around ten, maybe eleven o' clock in the night. The sky outside their window was black, 
sprinkled with a myriad of stars, visible due to a waning crescent moon. The place was rather quiet, but he 
could hear the hushed resonance of people's talk and some soft music, coming in waves, from the hotel lobby 
and the restaurant. It was not disturbing at all - otherwise, the quietness was amazing. 


He stretched out his limbs, rubbed his eyes and inspected the surroundings. God, he felt so heavy and numb. 

He was hot, sweating because of the humidity and the alcohol consumption earlier. He stank. His head retained 

the aftermath of a hangover, deafening buzzing and crushing pain, which was expected, because he had drunk 
himself into a stupor. The last thing he recalled was Stian's shiny, smiling face and Janne's flip flops very close 
to his face, as he lay drooling down onto the lobby floor. So embarrassing.. 


Well, good for him, Janne was now lying next to him, sleeping peacefully with a faint smile on his sun-kissed, 
pretty face. His long arm was resting on Alexi's belly, perhaps a bit too heavy for an unobstructed respiration, 
so he struggled to disentangle himself without waking the keyboardist up. The heat was unbearable; his body 
was slick with sweat, so he opened the balcony doors and slid into the swimming pool, to cool off. Floating on 
his back, he marveled at the night sky - and realized that he hadn't had a single cigarette the whole day. He 
was about to set a private record. Refreshed and chilled out, he climbed out of the pool and headed inside, to 
get his cigarettes. He was dripping water with every step he took, so he grabbed the nearest towel and 
covered himself dry. He mopped the water on the floor with a T-shirt that was lying nearby (Janne's), so that 


no one (he) would slip off and break a bone. 


Janne had changed position, revealing a good chunk of his creamy white butt-cheek, as he lay on his side now, 
the fabric of his boxers accidentally drawn way too far up. Alexi's interest was rekindled. He was eager to 
Touch this rounded piece of meat, even slightly, to quench his rousing appetite temporarily, with respect for 
his rest. Redirecting his body from the cigarette-quest, to the sleep-laden beauty in the sheets, he crawled 
onto their shared bed, and cupped the pale buttock audaciously. He tried to smother a moan of pleasure and 
expanded his kneading in pure satisfaction. 


" Oh, Janne, perkele..", he muttered, ready to indulge in his fumbling advances - his cock was hard and ready. 


" Oh.. Oh.. Ja.. Oh.. Oh.. Schneller bitte.. Oh.. Ohhh.. Ooooohhhh.. JA!" 


The voices rhymed in the quiet of the night like a Rammstein song - sung by a horny frau. Then he noticed 
the steady drumming of furniture grinding on the tiled floor. It sounded as if the pair was having a really good 
time - and it sounded very close to them, as ..within their room! That may have provided for an answer to 
Alexis questions about sound-insulation of the building. What the fuck?, he was exasperated and stopped 
whatever he had started, as if caught in action 


" Ja.. Ja.. Schneller! Jal Jal Ooooooohhh..." 


No shit... 


" Ooohhh.. oh.. Genau.. Mmmm..." 


"Du magst es? Huh? Mmm!" 


The sound proof was non-existent, for sure! It wouldn't take an engineer to prove it. Which was equal to no 
privacy at all.. He was sitting motionless and breathless on the bed, next to Janne's revealing body, 
eavesdropping the arduous activities of the couple next door, fixated, until their loud - and, honestly, releasing 
- culmination before he managed to stand up, put on some pants and the first (dry) T-shirt available, grab his 
packet of cigarettes and a few banknotes and leave the room. 


He headed towards the bar, where there would be no upsetting sounds, to drive him horny, mad and put-off 
altogether. He sat on a bar stool and waited to place his order with George, the black-haired guy. The place 
was scantily populated. Only a couple of tables close to the pool and two people at the bar. The music was low, 
due to the hour. It played a latin-like version of ‘Hotel California’. He lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply with 


satisfaction. 


" So how was your day Mr. Laiho? What can | get for you?", asked George. 


" Oh... Shut up! ‘Mr. Laiho’, like | am some old fuck..", Alexi grumbled, but soon changed his mind as for the tone 


of his voice and smiled at the bartender. " Sorry, didn't mean to bash at you.. Just call me Alexi, and give me 


a big, draft beer - and one for you...” 


" Thank you, but | am working..", said George and Alexi cut him midsentence: 


" Oh, come on.. There's hardly anyone around.. | don't think anyone will bother..” 


"Hmmm... Sounds right..", George said and served them a half-liter each. "So, how are you enjoying your stay 


so far?", George felt obliged to talk to him. 


" Well, not so much to tell. H's beautiful, and the view is fantastic.. But basically, | was sleeping all day - had 
my share of sleep in the bed, and now it's Janne's turn, so... you know... yeah..", and laughed in an attempt to 


sound amusing. 


"| saw him at the beach earlier, this evening..." 


" Yes.. Apparently he didn't want to disturb my sleep..” 


" Your sleeping arrangements sound rather military! ls there a problem with your room? The bed?", George 
worried, taking Alexi's words for a polite complaint. No one wished for a possible bad critic at the social media, 
George no exception, but then he didn't know that Alexi was not so active in the technological field and 


definitely would not write stuff like that on facebook. 


" No, no, no.. Everything is fine.. | was joking.. Apart from the sound insulation..", and took a long swig. 


"What do you mean..2" 


"| mean that | can hear everyone fucking, shouting and going to the toilet, which sometimes can be quite 
entertaining, but then it reminds me that |, too, can be heard by others, so | must keep fairly quiet.. Which is 


not always me, you know...” 


" Well.. We are discreet.. What happens within the premises of this hotel, stays here..", George participated in 
joking and Alexi smiled at him, giving him a thumbs-up. 


After two beers and half an hour's friendly chat with George, company arrived, in the form of Tuomas 


Holopainen, from Nightwish. 


" Your Nightwish fellow is here..", George pointed out to Alexi and had him turn around to see the tall, 
mysterious, dark-haired keyboardist. He looked exotic, like an elf taken out of a Lord of the Rings novel, clad in 
a floating white linen shirt and matching pants, his hair partially tied, partially loose, draping his stout 


shoulders. 


" Alexi.. No shit? Seriously? Here? How are you doing, my friend?", Tuomas greeted him by curling an arm 
around his narrow shoulders, staring deeply into his eyes for a few seconds too long, before planting a friendly 
kiss on the short man's forehead. 


" Drinking beers with George, here, talking about music and the hotel..", said Alexi in English indicating George 
with a nod and George gave them a shy look, because Tuomas was far too friendly towards Alexi, verging on 
intimate, keeping him far too long in his embrace. Apparently that was not what he expected from his music 


idols. 


" Ah, George is the boss here. If only he played some good music for us.. You have to try though his 


mgjitos!", Tuomas continued in English, for George to understand. 


" That | will definitely do! How long have you been here?", asked Alexi and sipped his beer. Tuomas was still 


embracing him, now rubbing his thumb on Alexi's arm. 


" One week. We arrived with the previous group... You? Are you here on your own?", and Alexi blushed. 


" No. Janne, our keyboardist, joined me. You know... Some holidays before Wacken.." - and this made Tuomas 
withdraw his advances. 


" Of course.. | should have understood.. You two are having too much fun together..", Tuomas said ambiguously 


and Alexi rolled his eyes in embarrassment. " Where is he now?" 


" Uh... asleep..." 


" You squeezed the big boy dry, didn't you, you, naughty Allul", said Tuomas teasingly, impervious to Alexi's 


embarrassment and to a blushing George, who preferred to retreat discreetly from the awkward conversation 


" Uhhh... Well.. We had better turn to finnish, don't you think?", and Tuomas smiled, pulling his cheek friendly. 


" Don't worry, you shy, hottie. No one cares..", and winked at him. "And.. Hey, don't be a stranger... See you 


around, if Janne is too busy or too tired!" 


" Fuck you, Holopainen! Haha!" 


" Yeah... Yeah... Exactly!" 


Alexi needed to smoke two cigarettes in a row. Tuomas had upset him. He downed his beer, trying to avoid 
George's eyes, whenever they crossed, ashamed of what he might have made out of the unnerving 


conversation, before he returned to his room, stealthily like a cat. He felt prying eyes on his back, everywhere. 


Janne was snoring heavily when he got in, so no chance, or appetite, for anything at all. He was still 
embarrassed, and it was a pity because he didn't consider himself to be a prude. He brushed his teeth and 
joined Janne's body in bed. Tomorrow would be another day, hopefully! And, like George said, what happens 
within the hotel, remains within the hotell 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 

This work is fictional, | do not own the people or the music and no harm/slur or insult is intended. | do not 
profit from this publication Note: ** refers to Madonna's "La isla Buonita’ song. [edit: No disrespect intended 
for the country (Greece) with the pun made in this narrative] 


Part |: Oh, goodmorning. 


" Good morning Vietnam", shouted Janne, mimicking Robin Williams’ voice in the same-titled movie, over Alexi's 
head and the guitarist jolted awake. 


" What the fuck?" 
" Time for breakfast! I'm starving!" 


" Janne... What.. What time is it???" 


" Can't say for sure.. Judging from the position of the sun.. I'd say.. Something between seven thirty and 
eight..." 


" What? Hell, we are on vacation, no rush to wake up so early.” 
" Sure, but what else to do? Besides, the morning buffet closes at 1030. Don't wanna miss that!" 


" That's a couple of hours ahead, and, well.. | could show you what to do, instead..", said Alexi and a 


mischievous gleam sparkled in his eyes. 
" Oh.. Ho ho! That's my dirty, naughty boy..." 


Alexi ran his tongue along his teeth, biting his lower lip in an inviting way, before he launched himself towards 
Janne for a kiss. Suddenly the room span and his vision started to wane.. He blacked out and collapsed forward, 


hitting his jaw hard on the nightstand. 


" Da fuck, Allu? Are you OK?" 


He almost fainted And a bruise, the shape of Kthulu started forming beneath the transparent skin of his jaw. 


Janne flattened him on the bed, massaged his jaw and patted his cheeks, so that he came round. Smelling 
Janne's aftershave scent, Alexi stretched a hand towards his face, brought him closer and kissed him gently, 


before he was forced to close his eyes, due to a second wave of unexplained dizziness. 


" Lets get something into your stomach, Allu.. | want you alive and sturdy before | fuck you senseless!", Janne 


declared and dragged the little guitarist out of bed and onto his feet. 


They were not the only early wakers while on holiday. In fact, they had to queue for some scrambled eggs and 
watermelon at the buffet and they were pretty lucky to get the last table available, on the veranda. They 
were served their coffee and started eating with a rising appetite, exchanging happy glances with one another, 
like a couple in love should do, eager for each other, yet modest, shy to publicly display any affection - or 
lust. 


Alexi seemed to enjoy some solid food and watermelon, which put aside Janne's concerns about his bad 
nutrition habits. He tended to forget about eating, until starvation inflicted dizziness and low blood sugar levels 


took over omi nously. 


Seeing him relishing a big piece of the juicy, pink fruit with pure satisfaction on his face, Janne couldn't stop 
himself from clasping Alexi's hand, just for a precious instant, in a heartfelt outburst of emotion, regardless of 
the people surrounding them. It was just a delicate touch that promoted their bond from plain friendship to 
intimacy, erasing all doubt about the nature of their relationship, for those who took notice of the subtle 
move. Alexi blushed Their little world included only the two of them, and it would be offending for anyone to 
try and intrude. 


Unless that one was a three-year old toddler, named Ole, followed by his disheveled mother; she was holding a 
plate full of breakfast food, trying to keep control of her wild offspring, while scanning the place for a vacant 


place to sit. 


" Janne!" exclaimed the child and ran towards the keyboardist, to Alexi's surprise. Janne's hand receded 


instantly. " Here mom!" 

The child, ignorant of any social skills sat at Alexis and Janne's table, spontaneously. 

" Hello, buddy!", Janne hi-fived him tenderly and greeted Astrid politely. " Good morning Astrid." 

" Good morning Jame.. Sorry to interrupt you! Ole shouldn't sit at your table without asking first! 


" Oh, he is just a child..", Janne waved off the boy's spontaneous behavior. " And they acknowledge their peers!! 
Hehe!" 


" Indeed.. He was talking about you all night, yesterday. He was so enthusiastic about the castle you built and 
wanted to find you today, to make it bigger and stronger!" 


" That we can do..", Janne said to the boy and turned to Astrid. "This is my best friend, Alexi.. Allu, this is 
Astrid and Olel", he made the introduction and Alexi grinned tightly. 


" Nice to meet you, Alexi. Sorry to disturb your breakfast..", said Astrid guiltily. 
" Not a problem at all..", Alexi mumbled in an attempt to sound polite and sipped his coffee sourly. 


" Sorry, Janne.. Do you mind if we sit at your table.. There is no other table available and Ole is getting 
difficult and hungry... 


" Yeah, like all children do..", said pointedly looking at Alexi. "I can understand! Sure, you can take a seat with 


US... 


Alexi ended up watching them talking about Ole, about swimming at the beach below, about the difficulties of 
raising a child on her own, even in civilized Sweden and the almost painful absence of the father.. He watched 
them curiously, if not a bit concerned about how easily their conversation flowed, and how redundant his 
presence was rendered. Suddenly, he was degraded to a plain observer, a ‘best friend’, while their questionable 
flirting was gaining ground. Ole looked up at Janne like a god - or like a father, he was apparently lacking. It was 
the same for Astrid, who had nothing to lose, on the contrary, and was relieved that her precious son had 
made an appealing choice. Only Janne seemed to be oblivious to this escalating situation Or was he flattered - 
or even worse, interested? Did he yearn for a family, for a life with a wife and a baby, for normalcy? Was 
that the model he desired after all, so opposite to their compromising relationship? He felt jealous and 
disquieted. He couldn't stand to witness their growing bonding; he couldn't help feeling dethroned, set aside, 
ignored, so he rose and decided to leave the table, even though he would have appreciated some extra 


watermelon. 


" FI go to the reception and ask some information about the island..", he excused himself to a bewildered Janne 


and left without looking back. 


Tuomas’ playful eyes and meaningful words from last night came back to his mind, but he dismissed them. No 
need to make things more complicated than they already were. And, by the way, who, the fuck, was that bitch, 


claiming a part of his partner's attention? 


" Uh, is there something interesting on this island? Where can we rent a car?", he asked the long-haired 
receptionist, Jannis, and he was happy to see a friendly face, who actually paid some attention to him. 


Part Il: Fucktard! 


Alexi resorted to their room, spirits so low, scraping the floor, so to speak. He was doubtful as to whether he 
should have left their table, or stayed put there. Now, the intruder had full access to his boyfriend, and most 
likely, she might have mistaken his retreat for a discreet pass. He had virtually delivered his lover to the 
enemy - and now this lover wasn't wasting his time, no, he was taking his chance with her! Fuck. How could he 
be so naive? He was so desperate now, frustration fighting disappointment, fighting rage, fighting jealousy, in a 
wild emotional concoction. He wanted Janne back, but was too proud to go reclaim him and set the boundaries 
of his territory, shove the truth to her coldly, by crashing his mouth on Janne's lips, in a violent display of 
love, in front of everyonel He wondered how Janne would react, in this hypothetical scenario. Despite his 
curiosity, the idea still managed to shock him, due to the nature of their thing. ..And, by the way, where was 
he? They were supposed to have some ‘alone-time-together’, not taking a chance with other potential partners 
or whatever.. Was Janne feigning politeness by staying with her and her baby, or didn't he even realize that 
Alexi was feeling forlorn.. Shouldn't he be back? Why did it take him so long? 


Mad at the progression of his thoughts, he put on his swimming trunks in order to go and drown his sorrow 
alone, on the beach below, until the car-rental company, the long-haired receptionist had contacted, had 
delivered the car. Then he could drive away from the unfolding travesty with his chosen one. 


The door burst open wide and a furious Janne barged in 


" Can you tell me what the fuck this is about? Why did you have to go like this?", Janne shouted at him. He 


looked enraged and ominous. 
" Exactly, my thoughts! Who the hell is that woman?" 
" Are you serious? How old are you, Allu? Grow up!" 


" Twenty-nine, like you fucktard! Perhaps you should grow up! | am not the one fucking around with women.. 
Mothers, in particular, in front of their kids!" 


" Allu, cut the drugs, because you are hallucinating! Are you even listening to what you're saying?" 


" | fucking use my eyes! Who is she that is so well-acquainted with you, that ‘Ole’ was talking about you ALL 


the time?", Alexi mimicked the woman's voice." When did you have the time to come so close, by the way?" 


"You are unbelievable! Fuck youl" 


" Yeah, sure - not so likely though... I'm going to the beach, do whatever you want", Alexi declared and grabbed 
a towel. He put on his sunglasses and his hat and marched out of the room, leaving Janne dumbfounded and 


speechless. 


Fucktard? Was that what Alexi had just called him? And come to think about it, all this happened because Alexi 
had knocked himself out drinking beers with Stian and left him alone for hours... So he came up with the wrong 
assumption, because in the meantime he had built a sand castle with a toddler on the beach! So far-fetched, 
but then Alexi was always like this; quick-tempered and stubborn... It never occurred to him that Janne was 


just kind. It seemed, being polite nowadays was seen suspiciously, as if asking for something in return, 


something dirty and naughty. 


Should he go find the little prick, before he did something irreversible in his fury? Damn Allu.. He took his time 
plastering some waterproof, 50+ degrees of protection baby sunscreen Alexi had brought in his suitcase, then 
he put on his swimming trunks, grabbed a towel himself, his hat, the aforementioned sunscreen (for the brat's 


white ass) and sunglasses, and hurried towards the beach. 

On his way, he stumbled on Tuomas Holopainen. They greeted each other and put on his polite, smiley face 
again. Tuomas had a mysterious look, as they were talking that made him feel uneasy. Maybe it was these 
peculiar greenish-blue eyes that x-rayed him every time he cast them on him.. Or his fairy-like posture and 
long, black elfish hair... 

" Looking for Alexi..?" 


" Yes! He forgot to take sunscreen.. So | have to..", Janne mumbled an explanation, waving his hands awkwardly. 


" Oh, good thought.. He is so pale.. Don't wanna get these sweet cheeks burnt, do we?", and winked at a gawky 


Janne. 
" Ah... | suppose... I'd better... go.. Before he fries." 


" Don't worry about him.. | met him just now.. He needs to calm down.. Give him some time. | know he can 


swim in the deep, very deep water without drowning!" 


Fuck! Was he just imagining things? Was this guy all sexual hints about Alexi? Had he fucked him in the past, 


and was now mocking him? 


" What are you talking about?!" 


" Oh, forget about it", Tuomas gave a dismissive gesture." This is the direction he went! See you around, 


guys..." 
Yeah, fuck you too. 


It was remarkably easy to spot Alexi on the beach. He was shining fluorescent white like a star, despite the 
blinding sunlight. He was just staggering out of the sea, his long dark hair drawn backwards, dripping water on a 
skinny torso. His wet swimming trunks were sticking gracelessly loose on his slim thighs, down to his thin knees, 
eyes bleary and red from the sea salt. He looked like a boy in puberty, sparrow-built, short and hairless; for a 
moment he felt ashamed about their ‘thing’. It looked almost irreverent, perverse, to indulge in any sexual 


activities with such an innocent, delicate babe - didn't dare use the word ‘fuck’. 


Then Alexi glared at him, granting him one of his infamous grimaces - and all remorse evaporated within 


seconds. Fuck the brat, he deserves it! (the fucktard) 


" Sorry about earlier..", said the guitarist as he was standing before Janne, eyes on the ground, not daring to 


dart a glimpse upwards. "Maybe | overreacted.." - did he have to look so shy now? 


" Well.. H's OK, Allu.. | can understand - you want me desperately, after all and can't stand losing me! Hahal!”, 
and Alexi flipped him with a smile on his pretty face. " Perhaps |, too, was too willing to help others... Should 
have asked you first, if you wanted company..” 


" Its all these people.. Friends and acquaintances and.. | thought we'd be alone, here but.. Uh... You know.. With 


every step | take it seems | have to greet and meet and explain.. No privacy at all.. You and me, | mean.” 
" No shit-" 


" And last night.. Not even the walls of this fucking building can provide us with privacy! While you were fast 
asleep, | was forced to mentally participate in those fucking Germans' hard sex, right in my ears, moaning and 


grinding.. Uh, fuck.. Everyone could hear them.. How can we.. you know..” 


" Fuck?", and Alexi smiled shyly. " Well, you have to keep quiet, you silly fucktardl", Janne dropped the hint. " | 
could shut you up, which may be regarded as my personal contribution to society, an act out of pure 


benevolence..", and stuck out his tongue teasingly. 


" You will have to be veeeerry quiet then, Janne - and this might hurt, you know... So unlike youl", and Janne 
chased Alexi into the sea. 


Ok, crisis averted. Everything returned to a happy mode, even if they had to: a). play with little Ole on the 
beach while his mom took a hurried swim, b). greet Stian and his girlfriend and drink a chilled beer together 
while exclaiming at the bright blue sea in front of them, and c). put up with Mrs Heidi and her sons, in a 
friendly chat about sea urchins and jellyfish that were spotted out in the deep and had stung her poor 


husband (maybe it was just an excuse, for him to enjoy some precious silence away from the incessant 


rambling of his beloved wife). Time had flown and Alexi realized it the hard way, when he felt the burning 
stinging on his back 


" Oh, fuck!" 


" Do you possibly have some medical cream for severe burns?", Janne asked Jannis, the guy, at the reception 


desk, and the latter frowned. 

" Let me see.. No.. Unfortunately no..", replied Jannis. 

"Is there any drug store nearby?" 

" Well, downtown.. Which is around twenty kilometers from here...” 

" Did the car, Alexi rented, arrive, by the way?" 

" That is arranged for tomorrow.. How severe is the burn?" 

" Ughh.. Would you like to check for yourself, please? |. | don't know if he might need medical treatment! But 
sure it doesn't look nice, let's put it that way.", said Janne and the receptionist, worried now, followed him to 
their room. 

Alexi was splayed prone on the bed in his tiniest briefs, with a damp towel fully covering his head, whining and 
swearing in his sweet mother tongue. He couldn't bear his limbs, touching his torso - it was painful. His back 
was blood-red and some juicy blisters had started forming on his shoulders and above his waist. 


" There are some more blisters on his face..." 


" Ok, you had better go to the hospital. They know how to treat this better, the receptionist said and went 
ahead to call in for help. 


A few hours later, Alexi was sitting in the shower, drenching his body with cool water, for the millionth time 
that night. He was prescribed some painkillers, soothing after-burn ointments and a lot of water, while he was 
adamantly advised to refrain from alcohol consumption, which was dehydrating. Jannis proposed to coat his 


back with fresh yoghurt and Janne was tempted to do so.. 


" Why, would you prefer some other white cream instead?", and Alexi flipped him for the millionth time that 
day.. 


" Fucktardlll" 


Part Ill: Confined 


So, one day confined in their room, shunning the beautiful sun rays was no big deal for Alexi. He had done it 
thousands of times in the past, in his home in Finland. He could listen to some music while Janne could swim in 


their pool, or in the sea. 


However, this was not an easy confinement. He felt dizzy, he was thirsty all the time - and was obliged to 
drink water continuously - his back ached so much that he could not bear the touch of any cloth on it; he had 
to go about naked, literally. The pain was so excruciating and the medical ointments made no real difference to 
him that he compromised with the old, traditional home crafted medicine: yoghurt-smearing. At least it was 
soothing, and he could have a spoonful, if he wanted, to fill in his growling stomach. Janne had been to the 


hotel restaurant earlier and fetched them some dinner, but Alexi didn't feel like eating much. 


What made it difficult was that he was not allowed to drink - and Janne was just a bitch about it - he didn't 
smoke, because it felt desiccating, so yeah.. And he was naked all around Janne, without being able to touch 
him, since it hurt like helll That sucked. In addition, to make things worse, they had to listen to the Germans’ 
sex yells, from the room next door, all night, until they had fucked twice this time, in a row. Should he keep 
their records? 


" | want my guitar! If | had it, | would blast them In Their Face, till they shut the fuck upll", Alexi screamed 
enraged." Hey, you fuckers!! There are people around youl! Shut up!!", he addressed them and banged his fists 
against their shared wall." I'll call the management! | can't fucking sleep!" 


" Alexi, stop it, for the love of godl", Janne had to grab him by the wrists and hold him close to him, because 
he was overreacting now, and he didn't want to pick up a fight with their neighbors (he knew it would be him 
getting caught in the fight and not skinny baby Allu), only to be laughed at, as squeamish-bitchy-gays. 


Alexi passed out sometime later, exhausted from recovery, and Janne, who couldn't sleep under such 
conditions, walked to the balcony and sighed while staring at the black sky. His plans hadn't turned out as he 
had hoped for. All things that could go wrong, had gone wrong - and still he hadn't had the opportunity to 
enjoy his otherwise seductive Alexi. He felt sorry for the smaller man; he had thought he deserved 
punishment and torturing for acting out so obnoxiously, but getting so badly sunburnt was not what he had 
had in mind. Now, his beautiful face was lobster red, skin scarred, ready to peel off sooner or later, and his 


body was a bloody mess.. He could not lie on his back - so how was he supposed to fuck him? The pain would 


be unbearable for him.. Let alone the fact that they could not find peace at all, which burdened their 
psychology, after their long and stressful tour. 


He felt responsible for everything. Alexi would blame him for this hell (Greece-Hellas: Hell-ass) and he might 
not trust him anymore. Dejected, he made his way to the hotel bar, where he could enjoy a cold beer, without 
Alexits pleading stare (longing for the beer). George and Jannis were sitting at the bar, one opposite the other, 


talking and apparently enjoying a relaxed moment, without too many tourists around. 
" How is Alexi?", asked George, serving him a good-half-liter, as he joined their company. 


" Red like a lobster and mad like a wild cat locked in a cage..", answered Janne and both Greeks smiled 


understandingly. 
" Poor guy... 


" He always gets sunburnt, whenever we visit a country that is below the arctic circle, but this was so stupid 


of him..." 


"He'll get over it. It doesn't take long to heal. You can go to the sea tomorrow in the evening and soon you'll 
have forgotten all about it. He'll take the painkillers and just keep on applying the yoghurt - it's the only real 


cure..", George said and Janne interrupted him: 


" He stinks like a goat, or a cow - shit man.. Were it ice cream, it would be more tolerable." Janne complained 


and Jannis added in a truthful, caring tone: 


"Is there something we can do for you, guys? Do you need anything?" and, yes Janne could actually think of 
something - Sex, we need fo fuck - but, well, he couldn't express it openly, especially to those two guys, who 


were apart from anything else, fans of their band! He opted for something feasible, less embarrassing: 
" Yeah... | can think of something... Yes! Is there a chance we can get a guitar? It doesn't matter if it's classical, 
acoustic, electric.. Just a guitar, for Allu..?", he asked and both men seemed amused again, exchanging 


something in greek, before Jannis turned to the dejected Finn 


" | know where | can get you a guitar. I'll have it at the reception desk, in the morning!", he said triumphantly. " 


But it might not look like what you would expect Laiho to shred on." 


True to his word, Jannis brought the guitar the following day. Janne picked it up from the reception desk in 


the morning, before Allu had woken up... 


„only to see a pink, acoustic guitar for children - girls, to be more precise - with a big ‘Hello Kitty’ sticker on 
it. He smothered a laugh, before taking it. 


"Its my niece's guitar.. Excuse the color and size.." 


" Oh, you've seen Laiho.. The size will fit him perfectlyl", and both men laughed. 
" It can actually play nicely, and the acoustic mode is really loud!" 
" Perfect! Allu will make some good use of it! Thanks Jannis, | owe you..” 


" My pleasure.. But if you feel too indebted, you can both sign the guitar for her - someday she wil 
appreciate it!" 


So Alexi became engrossed in guitar playing, even if it was a small, pink girly acoustic guitar. He sat by the 
pool, clad only in the white bath-robe the hotel provided, hood over his head, totally protected from the sun 
beams and played unplugged. He was soon carried away, started shredding on the nylon strings and tried singing 
as well. Clean vocals was not his field of specialty.. People who walked past their veranda gave him curious 
looks and some of them enthusiastic hi-fives! Quite encouraging for the poor, tormented soul.. Ole turned out 
to be a big fan of his and clapped his tiny hands at the guitarist. And that's how he started liking the little 
blond kid, as to ‘allow’ Janne to join him and his mother at the beach, without bitching. 


It was afternoon already and Alexi was still loitering in the shallow waters of their pool, still wearing only the 

soaked bath-robe and playing the pink guitar when the German man from the room next door shoved his face 
around the fence that separated their two verandas. He was a huge, robust man with ashen hair, around two 
meters tall, with fierce deep set eyes and a stern expression engraved permanently on his face. And he looked 


pissed off. Yeah, shit. 
" You asshole! Can you stop this fucking noise?l", he shouted at Alexi. 


" Now, who's talking about noise, you motherfucker! | couldn't sleep at all last night because of your incessant, 


loud fucking, fucktards!" 


" What the fuck did you just say, you little fag?! Go fuck yourself and shove your gay pink guitar up your ass, 
before | do it for youl Or, should | call the police?!" 


Alexi, dressed like a ghost in his white bath-robe, holding the unfitting guitar, moved to the beach below, 


waiting for his Adonis to come out of the sea and serenade him. 


" Still intact, Laiho, waiting for your muse?", it was Tuomas, who came to his side, patting his damaged 


shoulder painfully, while Alexi was playing La Isla Buonita®* in a harsh, acoustic version. 


" Intact??? | was fucked - by the sunl! Isn't it obvious?", retorted Alexi, removing a bit of his robe, revealing a 
big part of his nakedness; his red skin on his shoulders, arms, chest, belly.. Tuomas ogled him with a widening 


smile on his ambiguous face. 


" Well.. | have to admit that you look burning hotl! Take care, honeybunny!", and blew him a kiss before walking 


away. 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 

This was meant to be an one-shot, but thought it better to split it into chapters. As mentioned before, this is 
the product of my imagination and no real events are portrayed in this plot. | do not own the people and | do 
not wish harm, insult or disrespect for them. Some characters that appeared throughout the story are 
fictional. Lastly, no profit is made from this. | hope that whoever read this enjoyed it and had some furl 


Part |: Wanted. 


" lIl smash his face and fuck him dead! The motherfucker! So you are his honeybunny, now? How dare he?!" 


" Easy, Janne.. Tuomas is just a ..teasing friend.. He's always like this..", said Alexi, back in their room, late that 


evening. 
"| bet he wants to fuck you-" 
" Like Astrid wants to fuck you?" 


" Like | want to fuck you! Oh, Allu.. The last days have been so hard..", whined Janne, as he approached him 
from behind, enfolding gently the smaller body with his stouter frame, his touch so slight as a feather, for 
fear he irritated his sun-inflicted wounds. " And now this.. Not able to hold you.. Caress you... | am desperate, 
Allu..", he proceeded to remove Alexi's bath-robe and plant a fleeting kiss on his crimson shoulderblades, rising 
up to his nape." | want you so much, even if you reek of yoghurt..", and buried his face into Alexi's long hair. 


Alexi leant on Janne, throwing his head backwards to enjoy his pampering. He closed his eyes with pleasure and 


exhaled deeply, as Janne took care of him with his kisses. Instinctively, he pulled the keyboardist's hand to the 


front and down to his growing desire - the only part of his body that was not affected by the deadly sun 


rays. 


" What you do to me, Allu..", Janne whispered, hand still on Alexi's cock. 


Janne groped the sensitive skin tenderly, probed the balls playfully and put his grip firmly around the base of 
his rock-hard shaft. Baby-kissing the side of Alexi's cheek and jaw, he pulled his grip upwards, then downwards, 
maintaining a lazy pace, as Alexi melted in his arms. 


No peace for the naughty boys, though. This would have been heaven on Earth, if it had not been for all 
these... uh... Inconveniences. And now, Janne's cell phone rang, an annoying, shrill sound that dissolved the 
charms of the moment like dish-soap over a greasy stain. Both men froze in place, dejected, as the phone kept 
on ringing, despite their ignoring it persistently; as if the caller had something really urgent to tell him and 
couldn't wait. Like, his mother had died, or that his house had caught fire, incinerating his most favorite 
keyboard. 


It was Henkka 


" Fuck off, you fucktard! What the hell do you want?", was Janne's polite answer. 


" Wow! | just wanted to see how you two are doing...” 


" Well, not a good moment..." 


" Are you OK? You sound pissed off. Is the little prick being a ball-breaker again?", smirked Henkka and Alexi, 


who had heard him over, decided to let him know: 


" | can hear you, shithead!" 


" There are some ..mishaps..", Janne mumbled. 


" Oh, is he premenstrual?! Ha-ha-hal", Henkka joked. 


" Hmmm.. He got badly sunburnt so.. you can say he is in that mood..", and Henkka laughed across the line. 


" Why doesn't he just fuck off? Tell him, please..", said Alexi, annoyed - and just then, his cell phone rang. " 
Hell.. Who's it now?" 


It was his mother, and the phone wouldn't stop ringing. Janne whispered to Henkka: "Mama Laiho, is looking for 
her baby..', a bit amused, a bit confused, but definitely cautious of Alexi's volatile moods. Alexi, infuriated by all 
the accumulated stress, grabbed his cell phone from the nightstand and hurled it out of the balcony door, and 
straight into their pool.. He cursed in Finnish loud - "Perkele" - and naked as he was, he dived into the 
swimming pool to retrieve it, and salvage what might be salvaged. "No more cell phone for Allu - he just 
bathed it in the water.. Gotta hang up..", Janne informed Henkka of the latest breaking news, in the same hushed 
tone, before he turned to the Wild Child: 


" Ok, Allu.. Get dressed and let's drive downtown for a drink.. | think we both need it - and it's the only thing 


we can enjoy here." 


Part Il: Where can we.. you know.. 


" Uhm... Jannis.. Thanks for the guitar... It really made a difference..", Alexi ventured to the reception desk the 
following morning, in Janne's loose white long-sleeved shirt and a short, baggy pair of pants. 


He looked pretty lame, but at least not in pain, like the previous days, after the burn. Janne waited for him at 
the breakfast table, downcast and solemn, eyes hidden behind dark glasses. He was not his happy self and Alexi 
was well aware of it, but didn't know how to lift his spirits. Or, he knew what it would take, but for various 


reasons, it seemed pretty impossible to happen, on this island! As if every force in the universe was working 


against them - maybe an ex-girlfriend, who still had some feelings for one of them had worked some voodoo 
on their effigies? 


" My pleasure, though | suspect it was far from what you would have expected..", the Greek replied modestly. 
" It was the only one | could get so soon." 


" Oh, come on.. I've played on funnier stuff. At least it sounded right.. Janne and | have already signed it for 
your niece.. But | would like to keep it a bit longer, if you don't mind." 


" No worries, take your time.. How are you doing, as far as your burns are concerned?" 


" Far better.. Still hurts, but the blisters have dried Hey, at least | can wear clothesl", and both men laughed. 


" It seems that your friend is not feeling well..", Jannis noticed and pointed at the sulky Janne. Alexi turned to 
look at him, and instantly his smile was wiped off his pinkish face. " Is everything alright?", the receptionist 
asked. 


" Well.. Basically.. No.. He.. Uh..", and Alexi hesitated, taking some precious time to decide how to phrase his 
thought before speaking: "He needs to get laid" 


" | beg your pardon?", Jannis blushed, doubting if he heard Alexi correct. 


" He needs sex - he needs to fuck! Do you know where someone can do it here safely, without being heard, 
witnessed or interrupted?" and Jannis stared at the small guitarist dumbfounded. A rush of red crawled up his 
face, shy at the sheer honesty of Alexi, who seemed to have no moral inhibitions. 


" Oh... This is a weird question.. You mean like.. a brothel?", and Alexi gave him a wry smile. 


" Not a brothel, dude.. Uh... | suppose it is not a secret anymore, you know... Though | hope you can keep 
secretsl", and stared at Jannis expectantly who was by now red and sweating." | mean.. You understand, don't 


you?", and the receptionist nodded doubttully. 


" | am trying to follow you, though it is none of my business...” 


" Good to hear.. | really appreciate what you do for us and your discretion. But right now it seems that we've 
reached a dead end.. And | really value our friends and fellow musicians, you know.. and find the hotel 
wonderful and decent and clean, but.. You know.. It feels like | can't isolate myself, without being interrupted or 
looked at.. And then, we can't be private about what we do in bed, literally everyone can hear us, like | can 
hear them... | feel so pent up.. Janne is also pent up! So.. Uhh.. Where can we fuck alone?", Alexi asked 
desperately now and the long-haired man at the desk seemed really embarrassed. He took a pensive look, 


probably contemplating on the words he should use. 


" You.. You need some other accommodation?" 


"| don't care what it is, whether it's a house or a cave, or a dungeon or a rocky islet... l'll buy it, if only for 


some alone time, to get our shit together, you know...” 


"| see.. Let me think about it..." 


" And, Jarris.. It doesn't have to appear on the cover of the Metal Hammer, can | trust you?" 


" Oh, that you definitely can! Meet me at the bar, at ten | won't be working, so I'll feel more at ease.. Perhaps 


| can hook you up, without anyone noticing!” 


So at ten, Janne and Alexi were sitting at the hotel bar. It was their first common appearance, like a date, as 
the previous times they had ended up drinking beers there in turns. George served them drinks, showing some 
concern about Alexi's condition, not showing any signs of awareness of their actual predicament. Apparently the 


other guy had kept his word for privacy. 


A few minutes later, being punctual, Jannis joined their company. He looked nothing close to the neat and 
dressed-up receptionist of the hotel; this time he had his long hair flowing around his shoulders wildly loose, 
wearing a Manowar T-shirt and cargo shorts. No shirt, no tie, nor dress pants. Just a metalhead. He had a 


triumphant smile plastered on his face as he greeted them, and they had a beer each, together. Then he 


produced a pair of old-fashioned keys, hanging from a single loop with a tag with some greek illegible 
scribblings. He gave both Finns a lopsided grin. 


" That's for you", he pushed the keys stealthily into Alexis hand, when no one was staring. " These keys are 
for a small cottage, in the middle of nowhere, here, on the island. It belongs to my wife's family. It's a bit old, 
but was recently partially renovated. Don't expect any sort of luxury! It is equipped with the basics: a small 
bathroom with a shower, a little kitchen with a fridge, a couch, a fireplace and a bed. Probably a table, too... | 
think the mattress is pretty decent - and not so old. Access is not that easy, you will have to drive on a dirt 
road, but my wife will show you, tomorrow after breakfast, when you are ready. It lies on a slope, pretty far 
from the main highway. She was there today to check if everything functions, clean-up a bit for you and leave 
some sheets and towels. No one will be staying there, so you can enjoy your solitude", Jannis explained and 
both Alexi and Janne smiled gratefully at him. "You can stay as long as you'd like. I'll give you my wife's phone 
number, just in case. Only mop the floor and throw the garbage, before you leave! Oh, and by the way.. You 


don't have to talk about metal music, because she is really not into it!" 


" MI take the guitar with me, if you don't mind!" 


Part Ill: Primordial Cure. 


They drove for quite a long time, following the little Toyota the woman was driving like an expert in the 
wilderness. Alexi was driving, minding not to lose her from sight and Janne was monitoring the route and the 
landmarks, so that they didn't get lost. Jannis and his wife were so generous to provide them with the keys to 
their cottage for free! Janne was determined to take good care of the little house and clean up before they 
could return to the civilized world of their hotel. 


And it was by all means a little house in the middle of nowhere - a small white stone box, with small windows, 
surrounded by a vast ..wasteland that overlooked to the western sea. Traditionally arranged and maintaining 
this old fashion atmosphere, the little house was cozy and inviting. Left with a few supplies - food, fruits, 


water, toilet paper and booze - they said goodbye to the modern world, when the woman drove away. 


There was no television, no telephone and no internet connection. Cool, they would stare at the night sky, for 


entertainment, sharing a bottle of wine, like the good, old times. Alexi could dress the silence with some 


melodies on the pink Hello Kitty guitar. Or use Jane's laptop for some grindcore, death-black romantic music 
(it would have to be either Prince or Darkthrone, with a few variations in between). 


Alexi looked around him, dumbfounded, grasping the majesty of southern, drier nature around him, resembling 
the deserts in Mexico. Janne on the other hand checked more on the practical stuff, like electrics, water 


supply, construction details. 


" Wow.. Can you remind me why the fuck we yearn for luxurious beds and swimming pools and Jacuzzi and silk 
sheets and shit, when we can enjoy the magnificence of simplicity in the silence and such a panoramic view?", 


Alexi exclaimed and lit a cigarette. 


" Well, don't start a fire in the wasteland with that shit in your mouth..", Janne was more cynic. 


" Such a party pooper! | think | could stay here like.. forever!" 


" Despite the wildlife, some rats and probably wolves, that could cause some trouble, | tend to agree with you; 


it's nice here..", and hugged Alexi, as they admired the vast sea view. 


" Do you have to be so down to earth? Can't you just be romantic for a while?", complained Alexi and Janne 


gave him a dirty look. 


" Not with you around.. All | want to do is hug you.. Kiss you.. Touch you.. Fuck you.. Fuck you hard, my 
pretty one..", and grabbed Alexi by the wrists. 


He placed a violent kiss on the smaller man's lips that were already forming a smug smile. Alexi relaxed his 
mouth a little bit to let him slide his tongue in and both men indulged in a prolonged, breathtaking oral struggle. 
Alexi was moaning with pain and lust, as Janne's hands moved tenderly all over his tortured body, to stimulate 
all the suppressed sensations. Soon enough Alexi was sitting stark naked, on also naked Janne's lap, their 
erections stiff and throbbing painfully as they clashed against each other, like swords in a duel. 


" l'm not gonna last long, Allu..", muttered Janne in his ear as he touched his chest, heading down, ghosting 


over his flat belly to finally squeeze the taut buttocks. 


Alexi was burning hot, and that definitely was not due to the severe burns. The burns actually enhanced the 
effect. Gripping the firm ass with both hands and maneuvering him in a different position, now, Janne moved 
his face between his partner's loins, inhaling deeply Alexi's scent that drove him crazy and horny like hell. He 
took him in his mouth, as he had initiated unsuccessfully, so many times the previous days, and sucked in 
strongly on the leaking shaft. Alexi was mumbling illegibly now, breathing in and moaning as the keyboardist 
worked his magic with his mouth. Then Janne shoved one finger into the guitarists ass and started playing 
around dangerously. Alexi had totally surrendered to lust, reciprocal to Janne's mannerisms and ministrations, 
until the latter placed dexterously a second finger in and drove him to ecstasy within seconds. He filled his 


mouth, his body coming in spasms in a relentless release that seemed to last forever. 


Not wasting any precious time, Janne took over control of Alexi's slack body. He turned him so that his 
scorched back was touching his broader chest and abdomen. The mere touch sent sheering shots down Alexi's 


body - and he was crying with pain and post-orgasmic awe. 


Alexi was now seated on Janne's lap, having the taller man behind him, both men on their hunches. Janne was 
careful not to irritate the burns during their frantic grinding. He impaled Alexi with his insufferably hard dick 
in one deep thrust, adjusted his bum so he fit perfectly and then he fucked him hard, grabbing him by the 
protruding hipbones. Alexi leant against him, despite the pain and allowed Janne's harsh intrusions for as long as 


he needed to finally release himself into his body. 


Janne didn't retreat immediately. He continued thrusting, only at a slower pace, until he felt his muscles give in 


and sexual satisfaction had tamed his hormones to a blissful balance. Then he could withdraw. 


" You are so perfect, Allu.. | can't take my dick out of you, and | am already horny for you..” 


" Then fuck me senseless. Keep your promise..", Alexi murmured mischievously in his ear and kissed his cum- 


slicken lips with growing anticipation 


It didn't take long, for the taller man to invade Alexis fortress and plunder his consumed body of its treasures 
once again. And toy with his jolting joystick until it spewed its holy water again.. and again.. and painfully again.. 


The sky was black, strewn with millions of stars - as many as the orgasmic sparks Alexi had ignited in Janne's 
body and vice versa. They were lying on a bedcover, carelessly thrown over the concrete floor of the court of 
the house, Alexi curling into Janne's warm embrace, staring at the stars, sharing a cigarette and a bottle of 


wine. The summer breeze caressed their worn bodies - but this was bliss, oh, no - this was paradise! They 


felt complete and relaxed, all tension of the previous days, months, wiped away with the primordial cure a hard 


cock could offer. 


The fresh air kept the temperature of the house right. Sleep took them over on the not so old mattress of 
the four-post bed and they woke up, fresh and replete the following morning, unperturbed by noxious voices 
and noises and people. Only the chirrup of some wild birds and the goat bells far away were audible. The 
sounds of nature caressed their ears. 


They had breakfast on the concrete court. Janne had toasted some bread and spread butter and strawberry 
jam, before feeding Alexi. Alexi was rather hungry, to Janne's surprise and ate a lot for his standards - the 
fresh air and the night activities had resuscitated his appetite. He wanted watermelon, apart from the rest. 


" Thanks..", Alexi said to Janne meaningfully and the latter blushed. 


When they had satisfied their passion adequately, and their absence would not register as suspicious, if not 
weird, they could return to their luxurious hotel room, with their private swimming pool.. Then, they could 
have dinner with Mrs Heidi and her family.. Drink a few half-liters of beer with Stian and his girlfriend (was 
she, actually capable of igniting such hedonistic inflections on dear Stian?) And maybe... Maybe invite the 
mysterious Tuomas to their private pool for a board-game and a round of shots of ..Triple sec(x)! Both were 
sure he would accept the invitation eagerly! 


The end 


> 


